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the mirror near, and the living in the dead behold their future
selves, how does each inordinate passion and desire cease, or
sicken at the view! The mind scarce moves; the blood., curdling
and chilled, creeps slowly through the veins: fixed still, and
motionless like the solemn object of our thoughts, we are
almost at present what we must be hereafter; till curiosity
awakes the soul, and sets it on inquiry.
SCENE III
UNCLE, GEORGE BARNWELL at a distance
uncle. O Death! thou strange mysterious power, seen every day,
yet never understood but by the incommunicative dead, what
art thou? The extensive mind of man, that with a thought
circles the earth's vast globe, sinks to the centre, or ascends
above the stars; that worlds exotic finds, or thinks it finds, thy
thick clouds attempts to pass in vain, lost and bewildered in
the horrid gloom; defeated, she returns more doubtful than
before; of nothing certain but of labour lost.
[During this speech BARNWELL sometimes presents the pistol,
and draws it back again; at last he drops it, at which his
UNCLE starts and draws his sword.
barn. Oh, 'tis impossible!
uncle. A man so near me! armed and masked—
barn. Nay, then there's no retreat.
[Plucks a poignardfrom his bosom., and stabs him.
uncle. Oh, I am slain! All-gracious Heaven, regard the prayer
of thy dying servant; bless, with thy choicest blessings, my
dearest nephew; forgive my murderer, and take my fleeting soul
to endless mercy.
[barnwell throws off his mask; runs to him; and kneeling
by him> raises and chafes him.
barn. Expiring saint! Oh, murdered, martyred uncle! lift up
your dying eyes, and view your nephew in your murderer!—
Oh, do not look so tenderly upon me!—Let indignation lighten
from your eyes, and blast me ere you die!—By Heaven, he

